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“This is crazy,” I muttered to myself,
knowing that as much as I tried to convince myself that I wasn’t
going to go through with it, I was damned well going to go through
with it. Sometimes you just have to follow your gut, or in my case,
my pussy. And my pussy was reminding me that it had a lot of making
up to do since my divorce with Tim and spending my days playing
super mom. If I didn’t at least get some good flirting out, I was
going to go insane.

The kids had already been dropped off at
their grandparents where I was sure they were going to spend a long
weekend of sugar highs and way too much television. My trusty, used
Subaru was pointed south in the direction of a small trail town,
whose only claim to fame was having an internationally known trail
cutting right past Main Street. I hadn’t been in years. Tim was
never a fan of hiking to begin with and after the births of our two
kids I just never felt that I had the time to spend hiking. Or the
money for gear. I missed it, the whole thing. I missed the trails,
the views, and especially the people. I missed being me and now
that the ink was dry on our divorce papers I was damned well
determined to make up for lost time.

I checked into a hotel one town over, a
barely more than two-star place but it would do. Really, I would
have loved to have checked into the hostel in town, but I had a
pretty good feeling that place was booked solid for the week before
and after the festival. Besides, the hotel room would be much
better suited for what I hoped would happen over the weekend. A
little relaxation for all involved as it were.

In my hotel room I quickly stripped out of
the requisite mom jeans and shirt, tucking them away in the large
inner pocket of my suitcase. Out came a couple of splurge sampler
size bottles of body wash and shampoo in scents that I would
otherwise have to hoard away from my daughter’s sticky fingers. The
me that came out of the shower felt like one that had been hidden
away in a closet for the last eight years. Granted my body wasn’t
as tight as well I competed in half marathons, though I was at
least back to doing 5 K’s. My boobs showed a little sag from having
breastfed, though I liked to think that the extra cup size at least
took me from flat to having something to play with. Having the time
to give my legs and pussy a proper shaving was like a gift from
above, I almost couldn’t stop my fingers from caressing over the
newly slippery soft folds.

“God, it’s been too fucking long,” I said to
the me in the mirror.

The clothes I dressed into had been dug out
of the attic, tucked away when an old me had realized that Tim
wasn’t going to let me indulge my love of the outdoors. It had
taken a number of months of strict dieting, watching my kids enjoy
hot dogs and s’mores while I gnawed on kale and chicken breast. The
first time I fit back into my favorite hiking pants made it all
worth it.

No one would accuse me of dressing to go to a
club, no they were definitely trail clothes. The t-shirt did fit
snugly around my breasts and the pants showed off my rear nicely,
but in the end they were meant to be on a trail. And for now that
meant I’d fit right back into the crowd that I so desperately
missed belonging to.






**********

I parked some ways back from the festival,
giving myself more time to savor the smells, sounds, and sights of
a trail days’ festival. The festival was a celebration of those who
dared attempt to hike the length of the trail, several thousand
miles in total. Each year the festival was held with the hopes of
correctly timing the bulk of thru-hikers coming into the area. To
accommodate them it technically started the weekend before and
ended two weeks later, but this was to be the main weekend of
festivities, when all the vendors came out to meet and greet.

Once upon a time I’d dreamed of the idea of
joining the hikers, pitting myself against the elements and the
trail. Now, I had two kids to look after and couldn’t afford to
take the several months off to go gallivanting about the trails.
Though, with the divorce I had hopes that maybe I’d be able to
share my love of the wilderness with my children. This weekend,
however, was to be only about me and finding myself.

I could feel my hips beginning to sway to the
sounds of a guitar being amplified throughout the festival. The
smell of food trucks just barely overcame the smell of patchouli
from a handful of fest goers and the body odor from others. Just
one of those things about the trail, you didn’t always have the
chance to take care of those sort of things. It’s a little funny
how you miss it when it’s gone. Not the smell, but the freedom.

The festival itself was divided into two
camps, the former being the more typical festival tents that attend
any local festival. Photographers, jewelry, bumper stickers, and
the like were in the front half. The second half was full of food
trucks and most of the major outdoor vendors. In between was a
wooden stage that was letting local bands and hikers play their
music throughout the venue. I quickly made my way through the front
half of the camp, paused to look over the food truck offerings, and
made my way back to heaven.

For me, being able to mingle with all of the
thru-hikers, see what gear they were using, and check out all of
the new gear being put out was as close to heaven as I could get at
the moment. There were rows of tents and tarps strung up, hammock
stands, backpacks, and just about anything anybody could hope to
need or want. A few places were also doing some fun activities for
the hikers, free foot massages, gear giveaways, free food, and one
of the most prized things, a trailer with a private shower
stall.
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